FROM    SEA    TO    SKY

of France was president of the Military Mission, which was faced
with a far more difficult task than either the Air Mission or the
naval one under Captain Snagge, R.N.

We were all drawing very large allowances at the expense of
the Bulgarian Government, which more than covered living
expenses, and I felt that it was up to us to get through with the job
without delay. General Neresaw, the Bulgarian Army Chief,
appreciated this attitude and gave me a full and complete list of
all air equipment and hangars. The Prime Minister's special
railway coach was allotted to us, and, with the two Frenchmen
Menard and Poupon and a Bulgar Colonel Popkresteff, we started
off on our tour of inspection.

At Yamboli, we saw the airship shed from which a German
Zeppelin had made a notable flight right across Africa to contact
General Von Lettow, the German Commander in East Africa.

At Burgas and Varna on the Black Sea, we located a few
obsolete seaplanes and at Rustchuk, on the Danube, nothing at all
but a fine lot of geese, of which we shot two. Poupon and I had
to wade after a wounded one, an undignified proceeding when in
uniform with a tunic but no trousers; we got the goose. The
Frenchmen were a grand pair; Menard had escaped from a
German prison during the war and had walked 200 kilometres to
the Swiss frontier, and Poupon had served in the cavalry and later
as a fighter pilot. Both of them were keen on shooting and the
latter spoke perfect English, besides being a very good tennis
player.

On the Danube we saw barges from all parts of Europe includ-
ing one or two from Brussels and Antwerp. International barge
traffic on the European canal systems had started again; the
Danube section was under the control of Admiral Troubridge at
Budapest.

Back in Sofia we found life quite gay with various entertain-
ments, tennis parties, dinners and dances. I was provided with a
horse to ride, being frequently accompanied by Francis Rodd of
the Legation* An American, Brewster, representative of one of the
big oil companies, kept open house and both he and his wife were
very hospitable.

I had an audience with King Boris III, who talked for some
time on aviation. He seemed to me rather a pathetic figure, small
and insignificant looking; he was practically a prisoner in his small
palace, the political situation being in its usual state of eruption.
His father, Tzar Ferdinand, must have been a far more impressive
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